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IT  !S  MORE  FUN  TO  KNOW 

Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
tobaccos  than  any  other 
popular  brand.  They  give 
more  pleasure.  Your  own 
taste  will  confirm  this. 


Steady  Smokers  turn  to  Camels 


• MR.  HAGENLOCH- 
ER  says,  “If  I were  giv- 
ing one  simple  rule  for 
successful  billiard  play,  1 
should  say,  ‘Watch  your 
nerves!’  That’s  why  I’ve 
smoked  Camels  for  years. 
They  never  upset  my 
nervous  system.” 


• ERICH  HAGENLOCHER, 
twice  18.2  balk-line  billiard  cham- 
pion of  the  world.  Healthy  nerves 
have  carried  him  successfully 
through  the  sternest  international 
competition  to  many  titles. 


• RIGHT— TALKING  IT  OVER 
calls  for  more  Camels.  Steady 
smoking  reveals  the  true  quality 
of  a cigarette.  Camels  keep  right 
on  tasting  mild,  rich  and  cool ... 
no  matter  how  many  you  smoke. 


“I  know  of  no  sport,”  says  Erich  Hagen- 
locher,  “that  places  a greater  strain  on 
the  nerves  than  tournament  billiards.  The 
slightest  inaccuracy  can  ruin  an  important 
run.  One  simple  rule  for  success  is,  ‘Watch 
your  nerves!’  I have  smoked  Camels  for 
years.  I like  their  taste  better  and  because 
they're  milder,  they  never  upset  m.y  ner- 
vous system.” 

There  is  a difference  between  Camel’s 
costlier  tobaccos  and  the  tobaccos  used  in 
other  popular  cigarettes.  You'll  notice  the 
difference  in  taste  and  in  mildness  — and 
Camels  never  jangle  your  nerves.  You  can 
prove  this  yourself.  Begin  today! 
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TO  THE  LADIES: 

“Ye  Burro”  welcomes  you  and  hopes  that  your 
week-end  will  be,  if  nothing  else,  an  educational 
success.  We  know  your  date  may  be  wet,  or  very, 
very  nice — but  in  either  case  a certain  panacea  is 
to  withdraw  yourself  to  a quiet  corner  which  is  well 
lighted  and  peruse  the  “Burr.”  We  realize  that  it 
will  be  equally  impossible  to  find  either  quiet  or 
light,  but  there  are  always  retiring  rooms,  flash- 
lights, and  candles.  Fifteen  minutes  of  this  relaxa- 
tion and  even  your  date  will  seem  O.  K. 

Our  purpose  is  also  utilitarian:  you  will  be  so 
enthralled  with  the  marogue  splendor  of  our  cuts, 
the  incorrigibility  devastating  qualities  of  our  hu- 
mor, that  you  will  demand  having  a copy  sent  you 
each  month — particulary  now  that  catalogues  have 
become  economical  of  pages!  See  if  we  care.  Our 
policy  is:  Give,  give,  give,  but  keep  what  it  takes 
to  get  along. 

Have  fun  and,  when  you  get  home,  write  us  it; 
if  it  is  clean  we  shall  print  it.  “Vive  les  femmes!” 

The  Editors. 


ARE  WE  RIGHT  WHEN  WE  SAY 

that  when  you  come  to  a New  York  hotel  whether  business 
or  pleasure  bent  for  a day,  a week,  a month  or  longer,  there 
are  certain  requirements  you  consider  essential,  certain  con- 
ceniences  you  have  every  reason  to  expect,  and  still  other 
features  that,  while  not  imperative,  do  add  immeasurably 
to  your  comfort.  We  pride  ourselves  on  the  fact  that  so 
many  people  always  return  to  the  Hotel  Times  Square. 
The  obvious  reason  is  that  our  service,  our  facilities  and  our 
location  meet  the  demands  of  a great  majority  of  visitors 
to  New  York. 

You  Will  Appreciate  the  Fact  That 

our  rooms  are  bright  and  airy,  our  beds  are  superlatively 
comfortable,  there  is  an  R.C.A.  radio  in  every  room  and 
reading  lamps,  full  length  mirrors  and  other  conveniences. 
Our  baths  are  immaculate. 

If  a Convenient  Location  Is  Important 

when  you  stay  here  you  are  within  a few  minutes  walk, 
not  taxi,  of  all  theatres.  Radio  Sity,  Madison  Square  Gar- 
den and  innumerable  restaurants  and  night  clubs,  all  trans- 
portation lines,  subway,  elevated,  surface  cars  and  buses 
are  but  a step  from  your  front  door.  Excellent  garage  fa- 
cilities are  immediately  adjacent,  and  your  car  will  be  called 
for  and  delivered. 

Your  Meals  While  You  Are  With  Us 

there  are  few  spots  in  New  York  that  are  more  thoroughly 
home-like  and  informal  than  our  new  Early  American  Grill 
and  Restaurant.  You  will  enjoy  excellent  meals  well  served 
at  most  reasonable  prices.  The  special  combination  break- 
fasts, luncheons  and  dinners  are  most  attractive. 

A Message  to  Managers 

we  invite  inquiries  from  managers  of  teams,  clubs  and  other 
groups  regarding  special  accommodations  and  rates. 

— RATES  — 

Daily:  From  $2.00  to  $3.00  Single;  $3.00  to  $4.00  Double 
None  Higher 

SPECIAL  WEEKLY  OR  MONTHLY  RATES 

All  Expense  Elxcursions 

Room  food  and  lots  of  outside  entertainment  for  the 

week-end,  or  any  two  days ; $ 5.50 

Or  for  any  three  days — a full  program  of  activity — 

da}-  or  night  $10.00 

When  writing  for  details  and  descriptive  circular  “C" 
please  mention  the  publication  you  are  reading 

• 

HOTEL  TIMES  SQUARE 

Under  Direction  Wm.  S.  Brown 

Times  Square,  New  York 
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WITH 

Miss  Trojr,  Miss  Catskills 


Miss  Richmond  Miss  Syracuse 


To  Exchange — Real  Estate  88 


BEAUTIFUL  TWIN— In  good  sec- 
tion, to  trade  on  single  house.  Bal- 
ance in  cash.  Lot  must  be  60  ft. 
front  or  more.  Apply  135  N.  11th  St. 

— -\llentown  Morning  Call. 

An  identical  twin? 

♦ * ♦ 

Charles  Keiper  and  Irene  Gerhart, 
Weatherly;  Anthony  Rhondunda,  Sum- 
mit Hill,  and  Anna  Conigles,  Nesque- 
honing,  have  been  granted  a license 
to  wed. 

— Allentown  Morning  Call. 

That  will  be  nice  for  a table  of 
bridge. 


The  annual  pilgrimage  to  New 
York  City  for  the  Columbia  game 
a few  weeks  ago  produced  several 
amusing,  if  not  interesting,  side- 
lights on  student  capers  in  the 
metropolis.  The  football  squad, 
which  made  its  headquarters  at 
the  exclusive  Hotel  New  Yorker, 
was  tremendously  impressed  with 
a certain  charming  head  waitress. 
However,  the  beautiful  beauty 
was  impervious  to  all  flattery  and 
spurned  the  advances  of  our 
handsome  heroes  with  the  aloof- 
ness and  indifference  of  a Garbo. 
Perhaps  this  had  an  effect  on  the 
disastrous  outcome  of  the  game. 

It  is  reported  from  reliable 
sources  that  a certain  stalwart 
was  so  impressed  with  the  econo- 
mic and,  maybe,  adventurous  op- 
portunities of  the  big  city  that  he 
spent  the  greater  part  of  Friday 
night  riding  the  subway.  Can  you 
imagine? 

A question  of  identity  has  been 
a bewildermen  to  us  all.  Just 
who  was  the  sophisticated  Lehigh 
stude  who  was  reported  strolling 
down  a most  fashionable  avenue 
airing  a Pekineese?  It  is  known 
that  he  sports  a Psi  U fraternity 
pin. 

A question  of  grave  importance 
at  the  Phi  Gam  house  has  con- 
cerned the  modulus  of  elasticity  of 
a meatball  or,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  B.A.’s,  the  question!  “Can 
one  bounce  a meatball?”  The  an- 
swer agreed  upon  was  “No.” 
However,  a certain  junior  dining 
after  the  game  at  a fashionable 
cuisine  suddenly  decided  to  dis- 
prove this  theory.  The  bewildered 
waiters  were  astounded  to  see  one 
of  their  patrons  drop  a choice 
meatball  on  their  immaculate 
floor.  His  cohorts  applauded  with 
enthusiasm,  congratulating  him  on 
the  fine  experiment.  Can  that  be 
the  effects  of  three  years  of  Le- 
high? 


MORRIS  BLACK 

Builders’  Supplies 

216  VINEYARD  STREET 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

Phone  2746 


Our  Advertisers 


Arbogast  and  Bastain  Co. 
Bricker  Baking  Co. 
Chesterfields 
Cosmopolitan  Casino 
Club  Caprice 
City  Coal  Company 
D.  M.  Goldberg 
Electric  Laundry  Co. 

Ed.  Newman 
Edgeworth  Tobacco 
Hafner  Meat  Co. 

Hotel  Bethlehem 
Hotel  Times  Square 
Leh  Cleaners  and  Dyers 
Lehigh  University 
Lehigh  Printing  Co. 

Life  Savers 

Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 

Mowrer’s  Dairy 

Morris  Black 

Micky  Mouse  Club 

New  Way  System  Laundry 

Sanders-Reinhardt 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. 

Senior  Ball 

J.  A.  Trimble  Co. 

Walbert  & Burlingame 
Wilbur  Trust  Company 
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LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


J.  A.  TRIMBLE  CO. 


NEW  WAY  SYSTEM 
LAUNDRY 


Bethlehem’s  Best  Laundry 

Thirteenth  and  Union  Boulevard 
PHONE  70 


SENIOR  PROM  AS  TOLD  IN 
MAGAZINES 

A soft  silver  moonlight  spread 
over  the  campus.  A gentle  breeze 
wafted  the  sweet  odors  of  spring 
through  the  trees.  The  sweet  mel- 
dic  strains  of  a waltz  floated  out 
of  the  hall. 

Inside  the  hall  the  youthful 
couples  presented  a pretty  picture. 
Girls  in  charming  evening  gowns 
of  delicate  hues  and  boys  in  smart 
well  - pressed  tuxedos  moved 
gracefully  to  the  rhythm  of  the 
waltz. 

Douglas  Grey  was  dancing  with 
Mary  Sedgewick.  He  was  happy, 
very  happy  for  Mary  was  his  one 
and  only.  Mary  looked  at  Doug 
with  adoring  eyes.  As  the  music 
ended,  they  strolled  outside.  Be- 
neath the  sheltering  trees,  Douglas 
took  Mary  in  his  arms. 

“I  love  you,  Mary,  ” he  whis- 
pered. 

“I  love  you,  too,  Douglas.  ” 

And  their  lips  met  in  a kiss. 

• 

SENIOR  PROM— 

AS  IT  REALLY  IS 

It  was  raining.  It  was  pouring. 
It  was  the  night  of  that  annual 
brawl  known  as  Senior  Prom. 

From  inside  the  gym  there 
came  the  wail  of  the  trombone, 
the  moan  of  a saxophone,  and  the 
screech  of  the  trumpet  from  the 
hottest  orchestra  playing  the  hot- 
test piece  ever  written. 

Inside  the  gym  the  couples 
presented  a hideous  picture.  Girls 
in  evening  gowns  of  the  most  un- 
godly hues,  every  now  and  then 
stopping  to  yank  up  a shoulder 
strap,  boys  in  euxedos,  either  too 
large  or  too  small,  borrowed  piece 
by  piece  from  worthy  brothers 
who  were  either  too  poor  or  too 
smart  to  come. 

Douglas  Grey  was  dancing  with 
Mary  Sedgewick.  He  was  any- 
thing but  happy  for  he  was  danc- 
ing with  Mary  only  after  he  had 


been  turned  down  by  Ruth,  Alice, 
Eva  and  Dot.  Besides  being  a 
lousy  dancer,  Mary  wasn’t  any  too 
hot  on  looks  so  Doug’s  suffering 
was  complete. 

The  music  ended.  Doug  drag- 
ged Mary  out  to  his  car  to  get  his 
necking.  Slop,  slop,  through  the 
mud  they  went.  As  they  reached 
the  interior  of  the  car,  Doug  took 
Mary  in  his  arms.  Luckily  it  was 
dark  so  he  could  not  see  her  face. 
He  drew  her  closer.  He  stopped. 
My  God — she  kissed  him! 

• 

The  Lehigh  J.  V.’s  were  some- 
what perturbed  after  their  game, 
at  Easton,  with  Lafayette  to  dis- 
cover that  only  small  towels  were 
given  visiitors  after  a game.  In- 
quiry revealed  that  anyone  think- 
ing soap  necessary  might  purchase 
a sample  cake  for  a copper.  This 
is  perhaps  another  reason  why 
young  ladies  not  suffering  from 
colds  refuse  to  dance  with  Lafay- 
ette boys. 


FUEL  FACTS 

JEDDO-HIGHLAND 

Anthracite,  the  modern  fuel  for 
homes,  costs  a little  more  to  buy, 
costs  a great  deal  less  to  burn — 
gives  safe,  sure,  steady,  economical 
heat. 

City  Coal  Company 

Phone  761 


“SAY  IT  WITH  FLOWERS” 


D.  M.  GOLDBERG 


Florist 

Flowers  for  All  Occasions 

Specializing  in  Decorations  and 
Corsages  for  House  Parties 

7 West  Broad  Street 


Phone  2054-J 
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THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


N.  R.  A. 

Are  you  under  the  wings  of  the  blue  eagle. 
With  the  rest  of  millions  of  people? 

Do  you  work  all  day  and  work  all  night 
Or  just  in  the  day  and  then  get  tight. 


Is  your  study  room  a sweatshop 
Whre  the  books  are  piled  right  up  to  the  top. 
Or  is  the  Maennerchor  your  atmosphere? 
Throughout  the  life  of  your  college  career. 


The  Class  of  1934 

presents 

THE  SENIOR  BALL 

featuring 

BERT  LOWN 

Nov.  10,  1933 

Taylor  Gym  Dancing  10  to  3 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN  CO. 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 
U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Forty  hours  a week  is  in  the  code 

That’s  an  engineer’s  schedule,  so  I am  told. 

My  limit  is  not  more  than  twenty. 

And  twenty  more  to  drink  is  plenty. 

As  for  higher  wages  fellow  stude  gents 
I prefer  one  like  the  President, s. 

This  may  happen  you  can  never  tell 
Surely  then  the  country’s  going  to  hell. 


The  reason  a Scotch  bagpiper  walks  up  and  down 
when  playing  is  because  it  is  always  harder  to  hit  a 
moving  target. 

• 

“I’ll  have  you  know-hic-hic-,  that  I’m  part  of  the 
De  Luxe  Oil  Co. 

“And  what  part  are  you?  ” 

“Hie-  one  of  the  tanks.  ” 
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Something  for 

HER 

to  remember 

YOU 

by. 


Let  the  BURR  ease  you  into  the  heart  of  that  beautiful 
date  your  room-mate  got  you  for  this  house-party  week- 
end. Your  letters  may  be  masterpieces  but  she’ll  warm 
towards  you  more  readily  each  month  when  “WEE 
BURRO  ” is  tenderly  lifted  from  her  mail-box. 

With  a song  on  our  lips  and  good-will  to  all  women  . . . 
like  the  one  your  room-mate  got  you,  we  “Burgomeisters” 
offer 


four  issues 

mailed  anywhere 

for  one  dollar 
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Professorial  Note 

Among  our  revered  and  aug- 
ust faculty  there  is  one  professor, 
a prominent  one  in  his  field,  who 
is  very  much  interested  in  adver- 
tising surveys.  In  fact  an  article 
by  him  appeared  in  a prominent 
national  advertising  magazine 
some  months  back.  His  favorite 
method  of  gaining  information 
for  his  surveys  is  the  question- 
naire, and  he  is  responsible  for 
most  of  those  floating  around  the 
campus  in  the  past  few  years.  Re- 
cently he  was  called  upon  by  a 
leading  automobile  firm  to  take  a 
survey  of  the  Lehigh  Valley  in 
respect  to  their  cars.  His  survey 
got  under  way  nicely,  with  several 
investigators  out  getting  represen- 
tative citizens  to  fill  out  question- 
naires concerning  their  individual 
prejudices  in  the  field  of  automo- 
biles. One  afternoon  while  bus- 
ily engaged  in  computing  statis- 
tics from  the  blanks  which  had  al- 
ready been  filled.  Professor  

was  interrupted  by  his  small  son, 
who  laid  a sheet  in  front  of  him 
and  asked  him  to  read  it.  He 
looked  up  from  his  work  long 
enoughto  glance  at  the  paper  in 
front  of  him.  Then,  going  back 
to  his  figures,  he  told  his  son  that 
he  was  busy,  and  that  mother 


would  take  care  of  it.  The  student 
who  was  our  informer  about  the 
incident  happened  to  notice  the 
sheet  that  our  questionnaire-lov- 
ing Prof  was  too  busy  to  fill  out. 
It  was  headed  by  the  name  of  one 
of  Bethlehem’s  schools,  and  ask- 
ed that  the  parents  of  each  stu- 
dent fill  out  the  enclosed  ques- 
tionnaire. 

The  Army  Again 

The  prolific  Military  Science 
and  Tactics  again  provides  a clas- 
sic for  these  pages.  All-unknow- 
ing, it  has  been  a source  of  per- 
petual contentment  to  know  that 
when  all  other  sources  fail,  the 
M.  S.  and  T.  boys  will  come  thru 
obligingly  with  a last-minute  gag. 


It  seems  that  one  eager,  brand- 
new  officer  ‘appeared  at  his  third 
drill  determined  that  he  was  go- 
ing to  be  the  perfect  lieutenant. 
Crossing  the  field  to  take  up  his 
position  with  his  platoon,  he  was 
repeatedly  annoyed  by  the  fail- 
ure of  numerous  privates  to  sal- 
ute. Finally  he  summoned  up  cou- 


rage, and  halting  in  front  of  a 
first  year  men,  awaited  his  salute. 
It  was  not  forthcoming.  “Soldier,  ” 
thundered  the  officer,  “did  you 
notice  the  uniform  I’m  wearing?’’ 
“Yeh,”  said  the  private,  “and 

look  at  the damned  thing 

they  gave  me.” 

Lehigh  Luminaries 

We  very  much  doubt  that  this 
really  happened,  but  one  of  the 
students  who  went  into  New  York 
to  watch  the  Columbia  game 
swears  that  it  is  true.  H e was 
seated  in  the  end  zone  watching 
the  game  as  placidly  as  any  Le- 
high man  could  wath  that  game, 
when  a drunk  three  rows  ahead 
of  him  stumbled  to  his  feet,  wav- 
ing a bottle.  He  turned  around, 
and  shouted,  “Is  there  a Lehigh 
man  in  the  stands?  Our  friend 
ignored  him.  **ls  there  a Lehigh 
man  in  the  crowd?  ” 

The  student  still  made  no  re- 
ply. “Hey,  you  from  Lehigh? 
“Yes,”  shouted  our  friend,  “I’m 
from  Lehigh.  Wbat  do  you 
want?”’  “Are  you  sure  you’re 
from  Lehigh?”  “Yeah.  Well 
then,”  bawled  the  sot,  “gimme 
your  corkscrew!!  ” We  repeat  that 
we  have  our  doubts  about  this 
story,  but  who  are  we  to  doubt 
the  word  of  a Lehigh  gentleman. 
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We’ve  always  insisted  that  un- 
conscious humor  is  the  best,  and 
as  a shining  example  of  this,  we 
point  with  pride  to  page  four  of 
the  current  Lehigh  Review.  In  the 
upper  right  hand  corner  of  the 
page,  tucked  into  the  shadow  of 
the  mighty  Austie,  is  a picture  of 
Eb.  Caraway,  the  varsity  end 
coach.  And  blazoned  in  large  let- 
ters across  the  sweat  shirt  he  is 
wearing  is:  STOLEN  FROM  THE 
PURDUE  ATHLETIC  DEPT. 

We  re  mortified.  We  re  mortified. 

Bravo! 

According  to  many  authorities 
on  the  subject,  well-informed  or 
experienced,  as  the  case  may  be, 
a man  is  not  completely  polluted 
until  he  has  to  lie  down  and  hang 
on.  But  it  must  have  been  a phil- 
osopher of  no  mean  ability  who 
said,  “It’s  a darn  good  rule  that 
doesn’t  permit  at  least  one  excep- 
tion, ” or  words  to  that  effect.  At 
any  rate  we  think  that  we  found 
a notably  excellent  exception 
whilst  “Lehigh  Loosed  Its  Libido” 
and  soother  its  cher-warped  aeso- 
phagus  with  a miscellaneous  mud- 
dle of  jittery  concoctions  at  a lit- 
tle refreshment  establishment 
near  the  gates  of  HELLertown 
following  the  late  Drexel  massa- 
cre. The  space  between  the  long- 
est bar  in  the  Lehigh  Valley  and 
the  wall  was  packed  ten-deep 
with  panting,  sweating  humanity 


of  both  sexes,  striving  to  quench 
an  unquenchable  thirst.  There  was 
so  little  space  between  person  and 
person  that  a subway  jam  would 
seem  mild  by  comparison.  In 
muffled  tones,  from  some  well- 
preserved  specimen  whose  iden- 
tity we  could  not  ascertain  be- 
cause of  the  density  of  the  smoke- 
laden atmosphere,  came  the  fol- 
lowing heart-rending  plea;  ”F’ 
God’s  sake,  fellas,  pleash  gimme 
shum  room  t’fall  down.  ” 


Musical  Interlude 

One  of  the  most  comical  of  all 
occurrences  this  fall  happened  the 
other  day  on  the  frosh  football 
field.  You  all  know  how  religious- 
ly the  band  putters  away  on  the 
upper  field  and  how  fondly  our 
dear  Mr.  Shields  views  them  ev- 
ery day.  Well,  the  other  day, 
while  marching  serenely  through 
the  freshman  practice,  the  string- 
bean  drum  major  was  sailing 
blithely  along  backwards.  Unfor- 
tunately for  him  one  of  the  frosh 
sawdust  blocking  dummies  ap- 
peared in  his  path.  Unable  to  re- 
lize  impending  disaster  Master 


Drum  Major  cockily  backs  smack 
into  the  dummy,  knocking  him- 
self flat.  Baton,  hat,  a few  legs, 
and  a couple  yards  of  arms  went 
every  which  way  much  to  the  up- 
roarious edification  of  ninety-six 
fluters  and  an  organist. 

Authority  No.  1 

Tales  of  Freshmen  and  their 
boners  are  too  common  to  print 
ordinarily,  but  we  find  this  one 
too  piquant  to  let  go  by  unnoted 
and  unsung.  Our  hero,  after  three 
weeks  at  Lehigh,  considered  him- 
self something  of  an  authority  on 
the  manners,  customs,  and  geo- 
graphy of  the  place.  According- 
ly, when  one  day  he  was  walking 
through  the  Alumni  Memorial 
building,  and  saw  a gentleman 
peering  through  his  glasses  at  the 
models  of  the  mythical  dorm  sec- 
tions to  be  erected  at  the  end  of 
the  depression,  the  Frosh  leaped 
at  the  opportunity.  He  presented 
himself  with  a flourish  as  a stu- 
dent of  the  University,  and 
grandly  offered  to  show  the  vis- 
itor around  the  buildings,  clear- 
ing up  any  point  of  misunder- 
standing which  might  arise,  while 
they  walked.  The  gentleman  ad- 
dressed turned  slowly  to  view  his 
would-be  guide.  “I  guess  I can 
find  my  way  around  the  school 
pretty  well,  ” he  drawled.  “My 
name’s  Okeson.  ” The  Freshman 
extended  his  hand  cordially. 
“Glad  to  know  you  Okeson,” 
quoth  he,  “call  me  Jones.  ” (Note: 
It  isn’t  really  Jones,  but  you  know 
how  those  things  are.) 

And  then  there  was  the  Fresh- 
man who  admitted  that  when  it 
came  to  bridge,  he  didn’t  know 
his  Ace  from  third  base. 

Female  Foibles 

One  of  our  sweet  young  inno- 
cents of  Bethlehem  called  a fra- 
ternity house  the  other  day  in 
quest  of  a certain  party.  When  the 
gentleman  arrived  at  the  phone 
the  poor  girl  said:  “Good  eve- 

ning, John,  how  are  you?”  John, 
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not  having  the  faintest  idea  who 
the  girl  was,  promptly  asked: 
“Who  is  speaking?”  The  reply 
was  simply:  “Ailene.”  Our  friend 
did  not  recognize  the  name  at  all 
and  not  wishing  to  expose  him- 
self to  a fast  one  decided  to  be 
pretty  humorous  himself.  So  he 
replies  quickly  like  a mouse:  “You 
may  be  leaning,  but  I’ll  be  damn- 
ed if  I know  who  you  are,”  and 
he  hangs  up. 

Just  Plain  ‘‘BilU* 

There  is  a man  in  town  who 
hasn’t  worked  in  four  years.  A 
fellow  named  Bill.  He  got  a job 
over  at  Steel  just  after  the  war. 
Held  it  for  ten  years,  but  he  got 
laid  off  in  1 929.  He  was  a tool- 
maker,  got  forty-five  cents  an 
hour  sometimes.  He  got  married 
in  1921.  Sort  of  felt  that  it  was 
allright  to  knock  around  for  a 
while,  but  Hell,  a man  wanted  a 
home,  and  wasn’t  he  making  good 
money.  Christ,  a man  had  all  the 
excitement  he  wanted  in  the  war. 
He  has  four  children,  two  boys 
and  two  girls.  Bright  kids,  smart 
as  a whip.  He  sometimes  tells 
them  about  the  war.  The  boys, 
anyway.  He  thinks  the  girls  ought 
to  be  with  their  mother.  Besides, 
he  feels  sort  of  funny  sometimes 
thinking  about  bringing  those 
kids  into  the  world.  He  was  in 
the  Tank  Corps,  figured  it  was 
better  than  pushing  a rifle  all  over 
France.  And  it  felt  mighty  good 
to  have  a couple  of  inches  of  steel 
between  him  and  the  Germans. 

Bill  gets  four  dollars  a week 
from  the  American  Legion.  The 
City  gives  him  some  flour,  some- 
times. He  does  odd  jobs  around 
one  of  the  fraternity  houses. 
Makes  as  much  as  ten  bucks  a 
month.  He  likes  it  over  at  the 
house.  Always  something  doing. 
The  fellows  give  him  cigarettes 
when  he  asks  them.  And  when  he 
feels  like  it  he  goes  down  cellar 
and  sits  in  front  of  the  fire  and 
thinks  about  things.  He  thinks 
about  Ford  pretty  often,  and  what 


he’d  do  with  Ford’s  dough.  He 
got  an  eight  hundred  dollar  bo- 
nus from  the  government  once. 
Quit  work  and  loafed  for  a year. 
Used  to  sleep  till  nine,  ten,  in  the 
morning  and  then  eat  breakfast. 
He’d  walk  for  a while  till  he  got 
hungry,  then  he’d  come  back  and 
eat  lunch,  sleep  for  a while.  After- 
noons he’d  take  his  wife  out  for 
a walk.  They  never  talked  much. 
Never  seemed  to  have  much  to 
say.  She  liked  it  though,  just 
walking.  He  often  wondered  what 
she  was  thinking  about,  but  if  he 
asked  her  she’d  just  say  nothing 
in  particular.  He’d  sometimes 
think  it  was  a shame  that  she  had 
to  work  so  hard,  but  Hell,  there’s 


plenty  of  people  d be  glad  to  be 
in  her  boots,  enough  to  eat  and  a 
warm,  dry  place  to  sleep.  In  the 
army  he  used  to  dream  about 
warm,  clean  beds,  the  sheets  a 
little  starched,  like  when  they 
were  just  put  on.  He  would  have 
liked  the  army  if  not  for  that. 
Sometimes  he’d  remember  the 
army  and  tell  himself  that  thank 
God  his  boys  wouldn’t  be  in  any- 
thing like  that.  And  then  he’d 
hear  some  more  talk  about  Rus- 
sia. Never  could  quite  understand 
about  Russia.  Hell  it’d  seem  like 
nobody’d  work  if  they  didn’t  get 
paid.  A man  likes  to  work  for 


himself.  And  not  having  anything 
but  black  bread  to  eat.  He  was 
glad  he  was  an  American.  He’d 
just  keep  what  he  made,  thank 
you. 

The  fellows  used  to  ask  him 
about  the  women  in  France.  He 
was  ashamed  to  tell  them  that  he 
hadn’t  had  anything  to  do  with 
French  women,  so  he  used  to 
make  up  stories.  He’d  spent  his 
pay  for  tobacco  and  food.  Got 
more  satisfaction  out  of  them 
than  out  of  any  woman.  He’d 
heard  stories  about  Queen  Marie 
over  there  when  he  was  in  back 
of  the  front  lines.  You  wouldn’t 
think  a Queen  would  act  like  that. 
But  Hell,  queens  are  like  any  oth- 
er women,  he  guesses. 

Bill  got  his  job  back  at  Steel  a 
few  weeks  ago.  Felt  pretty  good 
about  it.  One  of  the  first  men  to 
go  back.  He  is  an  ardent  support- 
er of  President  Roosevelt,  and 
feels  that  the  N.R.A.  is  the  great- 
est piece  of  legislation  since  the 
Monroe  Doctrine,  though  he  isn’t 
quite  clear  about  the  latter.  At 
the  slightest  encouragement  he 
will  explain  the  Recovery  Act  in 
detail,  just  as  he  will  tell  you 
where  Hoover  made  his  mistake. 
He  had  voted  the  Republican 
ticket  right  along  till  the  last  elec- 
tion, and  is  rather  glad  that  he 
switched  his  vote  to  the  winning 
candidate.  He  is  of  German  orig- 
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in,  but  strongly  denies  being 
Pennsylvania  Dutch,  although  his 
speech  is  strongly  studded  with 
Dutchisms.  He  is  proud  of  his 
wife’s  coming  from  England. 
Used  to  kid  her  about  it  a lot 
when  he’d  first  gotten  married. 
Used  to  it  now  though.  Never  no- 
tices it  anymore.  Bill’s  glad  he’s 
an  American.  Figures  that  the 
United  States  could  probably  take 
over  any  two  European  countries. 
Thinks  they’re  too  old.  No  pep. 
He’s  getting  along  himself.  No- 
ticed how  thin  his  hair  was  and 
sent  away  for  some  stuff  he  saw 
advertised  in  Liberty.  Didn’t  do 
much  good.  But  Hell,  says  Bill,  a 
man’s  got  to  get  old.  Time  sure 
does  whiz  by,  but  Hell,  I had 
mine.  Hell. 

Bigamy  . . . ! 

A good  many  fellows  have  in- 
vited two  and  three  girls  to  the 
same  houseparty,  but  one  of  our 
Lehigh  students  surpassed  all  rec- 
ords by  having  two  girls  actually 


attend  the  same  houseparty.  We 
are  wondering  who  is  going  to 
challenge  this  daring  feat  at  this 
houseparty.  We  hope,  for  the 
good  of  the  fraternity  that  no 
one  actually  breaks  this  wonder- 
ful record. 

Campus  Crime 

It  seems  according  to  six 
houses  on  the  campus  that  the 
robbers  certainly  knew  who  the 
important  boys  were,  and  it  seems 
according  to  the  rest  of  the  cam- 
pus that  the  robbers  certainly 
knew  who  the  “fish  ” were.  How- 
ever, it  is  most  probably  a good 
fifty-fifty  proposition  — anyway 
the  fraternities  will  be  fighting 
pretty  soon  for  the  distinction  of 
having  been  robbed. 


THAT  DISEASED  BUT  OBSERVANT  OLD 

( 

LEHIGH  MIND  AGAIN  WANDERS 
( / \ ^^ 


Almost  everyone  I’ve  seen 

Says  “What  a fi  ne  summer  it’s 
been,’’ 

But  I’d  like  to  meet  an  honest 
bloke 

Who’d  say  “Lousy  summer,  I 
was  broke ! ” 


Ode  to  the  Chi  Psi  Marine  Life 

On  the  gory  field  of  battle  they 
Lay 

I hope  to  hell  they  all 
Decay. 


Classified  Advertisement 
Subscribe  to  the  Burr 
Subscribe  to  the  Burr 
Boost  it  to  the  skies 
What  am  I supposed  to  be 
Writing  for?  Exercise? 


People  tell  me  my  column 
Is  simply  vile 

But  being  clever  I know  it  is 
Only  subtile. 

t 

Two  can  live  as  cheaply  as  one 
Without  remorse 
Look  at  the  sparrow 
And  the  horse. 

Pity  the  Sigma  Nu  Freshmen 
For  theirs  is  a terrific  job 
Supplying  Bromo-Seltzer  to 
Issel,  the  “one-man  mob.” 


Twinkle  twinkle  little  star 
How  I wonder  what  you  are 
Up  above  the  world  so  high 
Many  feet. 


ten 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


TO  THE  LADIES 

With  Apologies  to  “Libiddy” 

By  Princess  Isadora  T errito^ 

linguist,  friend  of  the  infamous  in  Bethlehem,  and 
descendent  of  Pithecantropus  erectus 


Born  in  Bethlehem  twenty  years  ago  Tillie  Klotz 
has  always  believed  in  “living  in  a house  by  the 
side  of  the  road  and  being  a friend  to  man.”  Of 
course,  as  Tillie  philosophically  remarks,  one  can- 
not be  a friend  to  all  mankind  so  she  has  selected  a 
a few,  a select  and  inimical  few,  the  Lehigh  Univer- 
sity student  body.  Her  indescribable  fidelity  and  de- 
votion to  Lehigh  is  worthy  of  poets’  praise  and  ap- 
proaches the  lyrics  of  song-writers.  Incidentally, 
Tillie  is  a poetess  of  no  mean  note.  Her  poetry  is 
somewhat  of  a reversal  to  the  “oulde  style  ” of 
“Beowulf  ” but  mingled  with  the  joy  there  appears 
to  the  keen-eyed  reader,  traces  of  the  pathos  of  wo- 
mankind through  the  ages.  Miss  Klotz  has  kindly 
permitted  me  to  reprint  her  “Fall  house-party  ode  ” 
which  she  tersely  titles,  “Poem  to  all  the  Fraternity 
boys  in  Lehigh  also  the  Taylor  Hall  fellers.  ” Its 
piquancy  is  remarkable  especially  as  it  is  written  in 
the  Bethlehemse. 

“All  guyses 

What  wears  white  shoeses 
And  goes  to  Lehighses 
Be’s  poifect.’’ 

Here  are  some  facts  you-all  ought  to  know  about 
her-all:  Native  born,  native  bred,  native  butter  and 
sometimes  jam,  she  has  attended  every  Lehigh  af- 
fair of  note  since  she  was  fifteen  years  old.  She 
drinks,  she  smokes  and  she  pets,  or  as  Tillie  herself 
coyly  admits  “just  a run-around  American  girl.  ” 

1 saw  a girl  in  a beige  dress  with  orchid  stockings 
sitting  on  one  of  the  cute  stools  at  a cozy  little  dive 
near  Hellertown  which  is  popularly  called  “Mick- 
ey s.  ” The  combination  intrigued  me  and  I ven- 
tured to  ask  her  where  she  had  purchased  it.  The 
girl,  she  couldn’t  have  been  more  than  forty-seven, 
confided  to  me  that  the  stockings  were  an  heirloom 
left  her  by  her  grandmother  who  had  worn  them 
when  the  “stocking  fad  ” of  the  nineteenth  century 


had  been  in  vogue.  Never  having  heard  of  the  stock- 
ing fad  1 looked  it  up  in  “Godey’s  Ladies  Book  ” 
and  found  that  at  one  time  the  ladies  of  the  Lehigh 
Valley  had  “stocking  organizations”  just  like  the 
shirt  organizations  of  today.  In  the  same  manner 
that  we  now  have  brown  shirts,  black  shirts,  silver 
shirts  and  khaki  shirts,  the  ladies  had  black  stock- 
ings, blue  stockings  and  orchid  stockings.  I’m  sure 
it  must  have  been  fun! 

One  day,  while  in  Paris,  I saw  a taxicab  driven 
by  a woman.  The  unusual  in  occupations  for  wo- 
men has  always  been  a source  of  great  interest  to 
me  and  1 have  always  been  on  the  qui  vive  as  the 
French  say,  for  women  doing  odd  sorts  of  work.  In 
the  Lehigh  Valley  I saw  women  driving  bakery 
trucks  and  pretzel  wagons  but  my  fancy  was  aroused 
particularly  in  Bethlehem  where  I discovered  a fe- 
male garbage-collector.  The  young  lady,  not  more 
than  eighteen,  can  be  seen  almost  any  morning  along 
Delaware  avenue,  on  the  Bois  des  Fraternities,  haul- 
ing garbage.  She  clads  herself  in  overalls  and  seems 
to  enjoy  her  work.  In  my  opinion  she  is  very  pret- 
ty, even  in  overalls. 

While  I’m  on  the  subject  of  women’s  occupa- 
tions I might  mention  that  I am  acquainted  with  the 
original  “tug-boat  Annie.”  She  is  not  a bit  like  the 
movie  picturization  but  is  a likeable  lady  whose  hus- 
band died,  leaving  her  a tugboat  line  operating  in 
Providence,  Rhode  Island.  The  movie  “Tugboat 
Annie  ” came  into  being  as  a result  of  a former  re- 
porter for  one  of  the  Providence  newspapers  hav- 
ing gone  to  the  West  Coast  to  write  movie  scenar- 
ios. While  there  he  and  Reilly  Raine  got  to  swapping 
yarns  during  which  the  unusual  subject  of  the  wo- 
man tugboat  commander  was  broached.  Raine, 
sensing  in  the  story  great  possibilities,  wrote  the  first 
of  many  Saturday  Evening  Posted  stories  whose  ul- 
timate result  was  “Tug-Boat  Annie. 
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Prohibition,  so  they  tell  us,  is 
about  to  make  a rather  undigni- 
fied exit  and  those  who  have 
been  confined  to  a rather  dubious 
state  of  aridness  for  thirteen 
long  years  are  already  dancing 
jigs  in  the  city’s  thoroughfares. 
When  the  final  whistle  blows, 
which,  from  all  indications,  should 
be  about  December  1 6th,  New 
York’s  long  lost  gayiety  will  re- 
turn. Already  the  haunts  of  yes- 
teryear’s glory,  which,  since  the 
banishment  of  Bacchus  by  a squad 
of  Kansan  dreadnaughts,  have 
been  dormant  while  all  around 
them  spring  up  delicatessen 
stores,  auction  rooms,  and  pool 
parlours,  are  shaking  loose  the 
thirteen  year  dust  and,  like  the 
tin  soldiers  in  an  A.  A.  Milne  nur- 
sery rhyme,  blinking  to  accustom 
themselves  to  the  strange,  new 
light.  The  holes  in  the  wall  that 
call  themselves  night  clubs  have 
been  through  a horrible  seige  just 
like  their  Broadway  brethren.  The 
hot  spots,  as  they  are  sometimes 
affectionately  called,  became  as 
cool  as  a refrigeration  plant  and 
when  a dance  band  would  play 
over  the  radio  the  waiters  would 
get  together  and  beat  knives  and 
forks  together  to  give  the  outside 
world  the  impression  that  the 
place  was  inhabited.  Now,  the 
news  about  the  return  of  liquids 
has  acted  as  beneficially  towards 
the  night  clubs  as  the  Mae  West- 
ian  reveries  did  for  the  theatre. 
The  dining  and  dancing  establish- 
ments have  been  springing  up 
from  the  most  unexpected  places 
during  the  past  few  weeks,  each 
adding  its  bit  to  the  neon  glow 
and  the  hotcha  chorus.  Believing 
the  best  policy  to  be  the  seeking 
out  of  customers  like  so  many  Af- 
rican head-hunters,  the  Paradise 
Restaurant,  a modernistic  armory 
right  smack  on  Broadway,  has  en- 


gaged the  Dean  of  Modern  Mu- 
sic, Paul  Whiteman  to  beat  the 
tom  toms  for  them  while  across 
the  street  their  rival,  the  Holly- 
wood, another  restaurant  compar- 
ing to  Grand  Central  depot  in 
size,  is  presenting  Rudy  Vallee, 
the  grapefruit  connoisseur,  as  its 
featured  attraction.  Both  estab- 
lishments present  large  and  bois- 
terous revues  that  go  on  and  on 
as  an  excuse  for  their  hijacking 
policies.  Whiteman  wins  a deci- 
sion over  the  crooner  mainly  be- 
cause the  latter’s  recitals  are  teem- 
ing with  big,  bad  wolves,  last 
roundups,  and  other  such  trivia 
frosh  over  the  music  racks  and 
also  because  the  former  has  Ra- 
mona and  Peggy  Healy  among 
his  squad.  The  Essex  House, 
which  is  essentially  an  apartment 
hotel  of  transient  nature,  has 
pulled  a grand  coup  d’etat  by 
snaring  the  Casa  Loma  band  than 
which  there  is  no  whicher,  as  ev- 
ery good  collegian  knows.  This 
stopping  point  will  take  up  where 
the  Biltmore  left  off  last  year  and 
will  offer  more  hotcha  per  square 
inch  than  any  other  joint  in  town. 
This  is  the  best  of  the  places  that 
merit  your  attention  and  coin.  Of 
course,  there’s  always  the  Cotton 
Club  way  uptown  with  Cab  Cal- 
loway, the  Refer  Man,  stoking 
their  heating  plant  and  the  Cas- 
ino, a rustic  hovel  in  the  middle  of 
Central  Park.  Both  spots  have 
class  with  a capital  K and  as  a re- 
sult the  check  at  either  place  will 
rival  the  national  budget.  We 
have  always  been  ever  so  antag- 
onistic to  Lombardo  fans  and  con- 
sequently don’t  seem  to  mind  the 
fact  that  Guy  is  parading  his 
shrill  pipings  for  Chicagoans  this 
year.  The  loss  of  Lombardo  be- 
comes doubly  inconsequential 
when  the  news  is  spread  that  Ben 
Bernie  is  cornin’,  cigar,  “yowzah,  ” 


and  all.  Lsham  Jones,  who  was 
playing  swell  jazz  when  you  and 
I were  in  knee  pants,  is  at  the 
Commodore,  but  then  practically 
every  hotel  has  a dance  orchestra 
and  you  can’t  go  wrong  at  any  of 
them.  If  you  have  your  mind  set 
on  going  wrong,  however,  write 
this  old  degenerate  in  care  of  the 
vice  squad,  being  sure  to  enclose 
a self-addressed  envelope.  The 
night  club  jig  saw  puzzle  has 
turned  into  a pretty  picture  al- 
right and  the  waiters  have  gotten 
over  the  habit  of  thinking  stray 
patrons  to  be  ghosts  and  dashing 
for  the  kitchen.  Maybe  it’s  all 
traced  to  the  fact  that  sane  mind- 
ed persons  became  sick  of  sitting 
at  home  and  having  mellow-voic- 
ed pests  ask  them  if  they  were 
listenin’,  huh,  or  whether  they 
vuss  here  or  vuss  there.  Radio 
drove  them  right  out  into  the 
night  and  the  most  likely  looking 
havens  were  the  places  that  were 
lit  up  and  which  gave  forth  noise 
of  one  sort  or  another.  Result: 
revival  of  theatre  trade,  pickup 
in  night  club  business. 

There  is  a mayorality  race  go- 
ing on  in  this  city  too  and  every- 
body but  Gracie  Allen’s  brother 
is  running.  Whether  they  are  run- 
ning to  and  fro  is  hard  to  deter- 
mine inasmuch  as  we  are  sitting 
way  back  behind  the  goal  posts 
but,  by  the  time  you  read  this, 
somebody  will  have  been  kicked 
far  and  wide.  There’s  still  time 
to  get  in  it  but  you’d  better  hur- 
ry. The  Rodeo  is  also  in  town  as 
is  a young  lady  named  Sally 
Rand,  who  told  reporters  that  she 
never  got  anywhere  until  she  took 
her  garments  off.  That  sounds  rea- 
sonable enough.  Well,  Sally  is  the 
lady  who  has  plenty  of  fan  mail. 
She  wowed  the  World  s Fair  folks 
when  she  did  a dance  in  nothing 
more  or  less  than  her  two  trusty 
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bits  of  plumage  and,  as  a result, 
she  spent  a good  deal  of  her  win- 
dy city  stay  in  the  hoosegow. 
They  called  her  dance  ‘indecent  ” 
and  a whole  flock  of  local  hussies 
threw  up  their  gloved  hands  in 
horror.  We  are  unprepared  to  de- 
bate Miss  Rand’s  indecencies  in- 
asmuch as,  even  though  we  went 
to  the  Fair,  we  didn’t  find  Sally 
amongst  all  those  electrical  wash- 
ing machines  and  replicas  of  Mt. 
Vernon  done  in  sickle  pears.  The 
long  arm  of  the  law  threatened 
Sally  again  last  week  at  the  Par- 
amount Theatre,  where  there  was 
fighting  to  gain  admittance.  The 
coppers  were  caught  hanging 
around  the  stage  door  all  set  for 
the  big  drive  -that  never  took 
place.  Sally,  one  of  our  scouts 
reports,  was  so  far  back  that  she 
looked  as  if  she  were  in  the  next 
county  and,  clothed  in  a beam  of 


blue  light,  she  might  just  as  well 
have  been  wearing  a racoon  coat. 
All  of  which  proves  the  powers 
of  prankish  publicity  and  how 
condemnation  by  a local  women’s 
club  will  work  wonders  at  the  box 
office.  Forbidden  fruits. 

The  slang  of  the  day  has  been 
strangely  devoid  of  any  great  ex- 
pressions during  the  past  few 
years.  The  Depression  has  not 
given  us  any  classics  such  as  the 
”So’s  your  old  man!  ” and  ”23 
skidoo!  ” that  drug  store  cowboys 
formerly  thrived  on.  But  sudden- 
ly one  came  out  of  the  West  last 
month.  “How’s  Elmer  ” or 
“Where’s  Elmer  ” is  the  latest  bit 
of  scintillating  wit  that  has  crept 
into  the  lingo  of  today,  and  the 
wiseacres  of  this  town  are  bandy- 
ing it  about  like  a medicine  ball 
in  order  to  popularize  it.  It  began. 


so  the  story  goes,  at  the  American 
Legion  get-together  when  one  ar- 
dent tippler  went  about  looking 
for  his  pal  Elmer.  The  Legion 
boys  found  it  most  fascinating 
and  before  long  Chicago  rang  to 
the  cry  of  “Where’s  Elmer?  ” 
Take  it  for  what  it  is  worth. 
Speaking  of  the  Legion,  brings  to 
mind  their  favorite  bit  of  horse- 
play. They  found  it  extremely 
funny  to  feed  a quadruped  some 
castor  oil  and  then,  leading  it  into 
the  lobby  of  a swanky  hotel,  let 
nature  take  its  course.  Boys  will 
be  boys  and  Howard  Brubaker 
points  out  the  differences  between 
our  youngsters  and  those  of  Cu- 
ba— “The  Havana  students  are 
running  the  government  while 
ours  are  all  curled  up  with  copies 
of  Kipling’s  “If.  ” 

FINIS. 


If  that  steamer  picks  us  up  I may  get  to 
house-party  after  all!” 


I 


II 


i 


Walter  Windshield  - Again 


We  define  a business  senior:  A 
man  who  has  been  in  school  over 
three  years,  during  which  time  he 
has  counted  every  flaw  in  every 
room  in  Saucon,  learned  how  to 
bet  on  football  games  without 
losing  money  (but  also  without 
winning  any),  roared  every  week- 
end, and  studied  two  times  per 
semester  per  course,  once  before 
the  mid-semester  and  once  before 
the  final. 

• 

We  heard  that  the  Senior  Prom 
Committee  Chairman  did  not  con- 
sult his  committee  on  the  choice  of 
an  orchestra,  but  evidenced  his 
executive  genius  alone.  Why  pay 
other  men  on  the  committee  when 
one  does  all  the  work? 

There  is  a small  group  of  sen- 
iors who  broadcast  their  plans  for 
ensuing  week-ends  with  voices  in- 
tended to  reflect  great  credit  to 
their  financial  and  social  prowess. 
There  was  the  special  r.  r.  car  to 
the  Penn  State  game;  the  special 
train,  boat,  and  bus  to  the  Har- 
vard game.  Every  Saturday  night, 
however,  we  see  them  flushedly 
drinking  beer  at  one  of  the  local 
dispensaries. 

There  is  the  Sigma  Phi  fresh- 
man who  decided  he  had  enough, 
broke  his  pledge,  and  presented 
himself  to  the  Theta  Xi  brothers. 
H e soon  found  he  liked  his  new 
house  no  better  than  his  first;  so 
back  he  went  to  the  first  one. 
Now,  we  hear,  he  is  endeavoring 
to  make  contacts  with  the  cam- 
pus houses. 

• 

One  of  the  Phi  Gam  brothers 
is  expecting  a “blessed  event. 
Congratulations  old  man  we  nev- 
er thought  you  could  do  it! 


A two  hundred  pound  campus 
cliff-dweller  got  out  of  a car  with- 
out the  B.  M.,  or  “club,”  and  in 
dashing  for  the  door  accidentally 
ran  his  head  into  a steel  girder. 
Several  stitches  were  taken  in  the 
girder  I 

• 

It  seems  many  years  since  we 
have  been  able  to  sit  down  and 
read  the  “Brown  and  White”  with 
any  expectation  of  enjoyment.  We 
suggest  a goat  for  the  columnist 
who  writes  on  the  second  page  of 
that  paper.  Well,  it  need  not  be  a 
goat,  only  some  animal  which  will 
eat  paper  before  it  can  get  from 
his  typewriter  to  the  printers. 

• 

Wednesday  and  Saturday 
nights  at  Mealey’s,  Friday  nights 
at  Nativity  or  the  C.  H.  S.,  Mon- 
day, Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Sun- 
day nights  on  the  avenues — the 
Bethlehem  girl! 

• 

Without  any  necessary  snoop- 
ing a certain  Lehigh  student 
found  out  that,  contrary  to  the 
advertisements,  some  fraternity 
houses  use  Palmolive  soap,  while 
the  fair  sex  at  Moravian  use  Life 
Buoy.  That  certain  student,  how- 
ever, was  not  asked  how  he  found 
out  that  Life  Buoy  was  used  at  the 
Fern  Sem. 

• 

A certain  pair  of  Lehigh  Ger- 
man students  are  now  pursuing 
their  evening  study  of  that  subject 
at  Moravian  College  with  two 
young  women  who  are  reputedly 
experts  in  the  language  of  the 
Reich.  We  hope  that  they  are  at 
least  spending  some  time  on  the 
German. 


In  a freshman  training  quizz 
given  in  one  of  the  leading  fra- 
ternities, the  frosh  were  asked  to 
identify  certain  persons  and  in- 
stitutions. Some  of  the  results 
were: 

Col.  Kellogg — Head  of  the  R. 
O.  T.  C.  unit. 

Paul  Short — A chemist  of  great 
renown.  That  makes  Shorty  Long 
captain  of  the  football  team. 

— Also — Head  of  the  Fresh- 
man Delegation. 

Browsing  Room — A place  in 
the  basement  of  Drown  hall. 

Arcadia — Lehigh  Theatre 
Guild. 


Although  it  was  reported  that 
no  seniors  were  mistaken  for 
freshman  rushees  this  year;  the 
come  forth  at  last, 
dark  secret  of  the  Psi  U’s  has 
It  seems  that  a certain  mem- 
ber of  the  rushing  committee  was 
busily  engaged  looking  for  fresh- 
men who  were  dated  at  the  house 
that  day.  Seeing  a group  indus- 
triously working  on  placement 
tests  but  under  no  supervision, 
this  bold  youth  strode  forth  and 
asked  the  workers  which,  if  any, 
were  dated  with  the  Psi  U’s  for 
lunch  that  day.  Was  his  face  red 
when  one  of  the  group  asked  the 
young  fellow  to  stop  annoying  in- 
structors correcting  tests. 


Last  month  we  predicted  that 
a Burr  editor  would  capture  the 
Review  short  story  contest.  We 
have  heard,  unfortunately,  that 
none  of  them  could  find  time  to 
contribute  a story;  so,  perhaps  we 
shall  have  to  offer  our  humble 
apologies  to  the  erudite,  to  the  re- 
conditely  erudite  Review  editors. 
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UBANGI  NATIVES  RETURN  FROM  CIRCUS 
TOUR — After  a year  with  Ringling  Brothers- 
Barnum  and  Bailey  Circus,  Chief  Hochaboopa- 
doop  said,  “I  like  the  Harlem  clothes  and 
dances  but  do  not  like  the  Americans  to  ask 
Ubangi  lip  ?” 


HEIL  HITLER,  CRIES  HITLER  AS  HITLERITES 

HOWL — Foreign  correspondents  predict  the 
next  move  after  secession  from  the  League  of 
Nations  is  to  be  the  abolition  of  the  Boy 
Scouts. 


THE  WORLD  IN  RETROSPECT 

By  Norman  Alper 


DUTCH  WOODEN  SHOE  MANUFACTURERS 
INTRODUCE  NEW  MODEL.  A shoe  made  of 
Balsa  wood  was  shown  in  Amsterdam,  made 
especially  for  soft-shoe  dancers. 


1934  CROP  OF  PRINCES  LEAVE  FOR  U.S.A.- 

New  model  Princes  are  said  to  be  equipped 
with  a novel  hand-kissing  feature. 

They  can  be  had — at  a price  or  on  the  install- 
ment plan! 


Erotica 


Exotic  Esoteric 


We  have  a report  by  a newspaper  that  a certain 
“frat  club, ’’  (what  else  could  it  be  called  in  this 
case),  has  quartered  a fair  young  member  of  the 
opposite  sex  in  the  house  for  several  months.  No, 
your  suspicions  are  groundless.  The  house  in  the 
case  is  not  in  Bethlehem,  but  at  Temple.  And  they 
have  no  chapter  at  Lehigh.  But  we  don’t  want  this 
to  put  any  ideas  into  any  Lehigh  head.  Thank  God 
we’ re  pure! 

• 

And  have  you  heard  of  the  frosh  called  “Weath- 
erstrip. ” He  relates  that  he  was  so  named  by  his 
father  because  he  kept  him  out  of  the  draft.  Oh,  the 
cruelty  of  war! 

Engineers  carefully  surveyed  the  position  and 
found  it  to  be  foul  by  two  inches,  thus  reversing 
the  outcome  of  the  game.  So  help  me,  Hanna! 


Three  farmers  were  comparing  last  summer’s 
crop  one  day  and  the  first  remarked  that  as  quickly 
as  the  plants  got  leaves  the  insects  proceeded  to  eat 
them  up.  The  second  farmer  then  stated  that  the 
bugs  just  sat  around  and  waited  for  his  plants  to 
appear  above  the  ground  and  then  attacked  them. 
The  third  farmer,  not  to  be  outdone,  says  that  the 
insects  on  his  farm  sent  scouts  along  with  him  to 
the  seed  store  to  find  out  what  he  was  going  to  buy. 

• 

As  stated  in  the  Alumni  Bulletin: 

LEHIGH’S  BEST  ADVERTISEMENT  IS 
HER  ALUMNI! 

Seeing  Is  Believing 

One  worthy  of  note  is  Shoeinsho  P.  Shoeinsho, 
Ph.D.Q.E.D.H.S.,  of  the  class  of  ’87.  His  construc- 
tion of  the  largest  railroad  engine  in  the  world  is 
particularly  outstanding.  It  was  so  big  it  had  to  be 
coupled  in  three  parts  and  taken  apart  to  turn  it 
around  on  a turntable.  The  engine  had  to  be  fired 
three  days  before  they  woke  the  engineer  and  he 
had  to  be  awakened  three  hours  before  time  to  start 
so  he  would  have  time  to  climb  up  to  the  cab.  The 
fireman  blows  the  whistle  for  each  crossing  at  prop- 
erly timed  intervals  before  starting  out  and  then  the 
train  catches  up  to  the  proper  blowing  at  the  proper 
crossing. 


A girl  may  wear  a golf  suit  when  she  can’t  play 
golf,  a riding  habit  when  she  can’t  ride  and  a swim- 
ming suit  when  she  can’t  swim,  but  when  she  dons 
a wedding  gown  she  means  business. 


In  a Chemistry  lecture  the  other  day  the  profes- 
sor was  lecturing  on  radioactivity.  His  interest  was 
particularly  centered  this  day  on  that  ray  known  as 
the  Beta  ray.  Along  in  the  latter  part  of  the  lecture 
he  made  the  remark,  “Now  the  Beta  is  absorbed 
and  disappears.  ” A sleepy  but  vehement  voice  from 
the  rear  pipes  up,  “Would  to  God  a few  more  Betas 
would  do  the  same  thing. 

• 

In  cleaning  out  our  trophy  room  in  Taylor  gym, 
this  summer  Colonel  N.  A.  Kellogg  unearthed  a 
cache  containing  various  epistles  which,  at  one  time 
were  sacred  and  secret  to  the  Lehigh  campus. 
Among  them  in  a scrawly  hand  was  a particularly 
authentic  document  with  the  necessary  witnesses.  It 
seems  in  the  annual  Lehigh-Lafayette  baseball  game 
the  teams  were  very  evenly  matched.  Inasmuch  as 
the  game  was  at  Lehigh,  Lehigh  was  supposed  to 
have  the  edge.  At  the  game  that  afternoon  every- 
thing was  in  a veritable  uproar  with  many  a wager 
and  many  a scrap.  The  game  was  going  about  as 
expected  with  the  score  1 -0  in  favor  of  Lehigh.  In 
the  last  inning  with  two  out  and  a man  on  first  there 
is  a solid  smack  of  hickory  and  rawhide  and  the  ball 
proceeds  over  the  fence  and  sails  blithely  on  indef- 
initely. A stunned  crowd  realized  that  Lehigh  was 
beaten.  However,  down  in  the  brass  foundry  is 
Montmorency  Q.  Buji  industriously  plying  his  trade 
when  rawhide  knocks  him  cold.  Upon  coming  to  he 
notifies  the  University  and  carefully  marks  the  spot 
where  the  ball  hit. 


OH  WELL 

Lovers  have  a way  they  say 
Of  swearing  to  be  true. 

Pledging  faith  eternally — 

I ask  no  vow  of  you. 

Nay,  I do  not  seek  to  bind. 

My  one  request  is  this: 

That  you  may  find  the  ghost  of  me 
On  every  lip  you  kiss. 
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Prophetic  Pessimism 


You  will  meet  her  at  the  station 
With  a feeling  of  elation 

And  with  keen  anticipation  you  will  gaze  upon  her 
charms. 

She’ll  be  pretty  and  exciting, 

Seductive  and  inviting, 

And  soon  you  will  be  fighting  to  keep  her  in  your 
arms. 

For  you  must  compete  with  others. 

The  alumni  and  the  brothers. 

Introduction  means  seduction  by  the  snakes. 

When  you  take  her  to  the  ball. 

You  won’t  dance  with  her  at  all. 

You  will  entertain  the  chaperones  while  fraters  get 
the  breaks. 

You’ll  be  in  a helpless  trance 

While  you  watch  the  others  dance 

But  you’ll  hope  to  find  romance  at  intermission. 

When  you  search  for  your  fair  date. 

You  will  find  that  you’re  too  late. 

Some  guy  has  reached  home-plate  in  your  position. 


So  you’ll  go  outside  to  smoke 

And  you’ll  find  some  chiselin’  bloke 

Has  snaked  your  babe  and  beat  it  in  your  hack. 

Wth  a tear  and  then  a curse 
You’ll  get  ossified  or  worse 

And  you’ll  swear  to  break  his  neck  when  he  comes 
back. 

But  the  worst  is  yet  to  come 

For  you’ll  find  the  lousy  bum 

Has  wrapped  your  iron  horse  around  a tree. 

And  your  date  has  cracked  an  arm. 

Has  slightly  messed  her  charm. 

So  her  face  won’t  be  a pleasant  sight  to  see. 

But  the  next  night  at  the  house 

She’ll  be  quiet  as  a mouse 

And  the  brothers  will  avoid  her,  one  and  all. 

Since  she  cannot  dance  or  pet 
It’s  a fairly  even  bet 

She’ll  be  permanently  plastered  to  the  wall. 


Wife  Predicts 
Kelly’s  Escape 

‘George  Will  See  Me  Christmas,’ 
She  Says  Adding  ‘I  Still 
Love  Him’ 


— Allentown  Morning  Call. 

Anybody  here  seen  Kelley? 

* ♦ ♦ 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Melvin  Hockenbury, 
Misses  Kizzie,  Florence,  and  Charles 
Hockenbury.  of  Flemington,  were  de- 
cent guests  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William 
N.  Hann. 

— Trenton  Times- .\dvertiser. 

We  Hockenburys  are  a proud 
and  fiery  race. 

♦ * ♦ 

Mrs.  Joseph  Walker  spent  Tues- 
day in  Jersey  City,  looking  for  her 
sister-in-law,  Mrs.  Harry  Good. 

— Trenton  Times-Aiivertiser. 

Come  home,  all  is  forgiven. 

* * + 
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An  Open  Letter  to  Mae  West 


MU  CHAPTER 
MU  MU  MU  FRATERNITY 

LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
BETHLEHEM.  PENNSYLVANIA 


Dear  Miss  West: — 

Please  don’t  think  my  action  in  writing  to  you  is  precipitate.  It  is  distinctly  premeditated.  1 have 
been  thinking  about  it  for  months,  practically  years.  In  fact,  what  with  one  thing  or  another,  1 seem  to 
be  thinking  about  you  all  the  time.  Don’t  let  the  phrase  "one  thing  or  another  ” mislead  you.  Miss  West. 
With  you  one  thing  is  plenty.  But  you’ve  no  idea  how  hard  it  is  getting  any  studying  done  with  you  on 
my  mind,  especially  through  these  long  winter  nights  that  are  drawing  on.  I’ve  finally  decided  that  the 
only  way  to  lay  the  ghost  that  is  upsetting  my  waking  and  sleeping  hours  is  to  see  you  in  the  flesh.  May- 
be it  will  turn  out  to  be  one  of  the  great  intellectual  comradeships  of  history.  Don’t  you  think  it’s  worth 
taking  a chance  on.  Miss  West? 

And  so  I’m  taking  the  liberty  of  inviting  you  to  House  Party.  1 don  t know  just  how  much  exper- 
ience you  have  had  with  college  house  parties,  but  this  one  will  be  the  usual  thing.  On  Friday  night 
Bert  Lown  will  hold  forth  at  the  gym  in  an  affair  called  the  Senior  Ball  by  courtesy.  Saturday  will  see 
a football  game  on  dear  old  ivy-clad  Taylor  Field.  The  Lehigh  Freshmen  will  engage  the  Lafayette 
Freshmen.  This  will  be  a peachy  game,  and  I’m  sure  you  will  have  a too,  too,  divine  time,  because  we 
have  some  dandy  Freshmen,  and  although  the  game  may  not  be  exciting.  I’m  sure  it  will  be  clean. 
We  re  having  a house  dance  up  at  the  chapter  house  on  Saturday  night,  but  it  will  be  over  at  two  in 
the  morning  so  that  you’ll  be  able  to  get  plenty  of  sleep.  1 know  how  you  feel  about  getting  to  bed 
early.  Miss  West.  The  house  party  guests  will  sleep  at  the  Chapter  House  for  the  week-end.  There 
will  be  two  married  couples  and  a faculty  member  as  chaperones,  so  you  needn’t  fear  on  that  score. 
What  1 mean  is,  we  have  to  think  of  our  reputation  just  as  much  as  you  do  yours. 

As  to  my  qualifications.  I’m  young  and  healthy. 

Assuming  that  you  will  be  my  guest,  I had  better  give  you  some  tips  about  clothes.  For  Friday 
night  you  will  be  comparatively  safe  in  one  of  those  Isle  of  Bali  evening  dresses  that  lace  your  ward- 
robe. The  crowd  at  the  Ball  will  be  too  disorganized  to  plan  anything.  But  don’t  let  anybody  get  you 
into  a corner,  and  don’t  ever  lead  with  your  right.  A chummy  little  ermine  sport  frock  will  get  by  for 
Saturday  afternoon,  because  the  audience  will  be  much  too  enthralled  by  the  Frosh  teams  to  even  think 
of  anything  else.  Your  evening  gown  for  the  house  dance  had  better  be  a little  quieter.  You  know 
how  things  are  in  Fountain  Hill.  I guess  that  will  see  you  through,  except  for  your  nighties.  1,  being  a 
gentleman,  have  not  even  thought  of  mentioning  this  garment,  and  you,  being  a lady,  wouldn’t  notice 
it  if  I had.  That  sort  of  thing  isn’t  cricket  and  no  wise  cracks. 

Please  let  me  hear  from  you  soon,  Mae,  I am  calling  you  Mae  because  I feel  that  1 know  you 
much  better  already.  But  if  for  any  reason  you  won’t  be  able  to  be  my  guest,  wire,  because  I’m  no 
angel. 
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“Not  Susie  Klotz,  — why  I 
knew  you  when  you  were  knee- 
high  to  Lehigh!” 


If  nothing  else,  the  New  Deal  has  given  New  York 
two  great  things,  ( 1 ) A championship  baseball 
team  in  the  National  League.  (2)  A revival  of  that 
long  lost  trade  of  the  theatre.  Whether  the  pep 
talks  coming  from  the  White  House  have  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  fact  that  real  live  people  are 
paying  to  get  into  theatres  again  is  a doubtful  ques- 
tion but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  there’s  life  in 
the  old  dog  still.  To  revent  to  history,  Manhattan’s 
most  renowned  industry  wallowed  in  a sad  state  of 
stagnation  for  several  years.  The  legitimate  theatre 
played  second  fiddle  to  its  strange  second  cousin 
from  out  Hollywood  way  and  the  show  shops  be- 
came haunted  houses.  This  was  swell  for  the  dram- 
atic critics  who  had  to  fill  up  two  columns  of  print 
each  day  and  who  could,  without  the  least  warn- 
ing, go  into  their  well-known  dance  of  “What’s 
Wrong  with  the  Theatre?”  They  wrote  and  wrote 
such  lengthy  diatribes  hinging  on  that  question  that 
it  soon  became  an  enigma  as  popular  in  scope  as 
“when  will  France  pay  their  debt  to  the  U.  S.  ? ” At 
any  rate,  even  the  most  partial  showman  soon  ad- 
mitted things  were  bad  along  Broadway  and  that 
Mickey  Mouse  could  outdraw  his  best  footlight  of- 
fering. And  that  is  history.  But,  taking  its  cue  from 
Mae  West,  who  it  had  banished  many  years  before, 
the  stage  discovered  that  there’s  something  pecul- 
iarly attractive  about  reminescence.  The  day  of 
bustles,  beer,  and  buggies  acted  as  an  anaesthetic  to 
the  cripple  and  before  long  it  was  sitting  up  on  its 
hind  legs  barking  like  a robust  old  hoimd.  Mae 
West  had  done  right  by  her  first  love.  The  buxom 
champion  of  vice  showed  the  Broadway  producers 
that  people  love  to  laugh  at  their  bygone  foibles  on 
the  stage  just  as  they  guffaw  themselves  sick  over 
the  pictures  in  the  family  album. 

They  say  that  when  a man  bites  a dog,  that’s 
news.  So  when  the  man  is  Eugene  O’Neill  and  the 
half-hearted  bite  into  the  old  dog’s  flesh  a comedy 
a la  Booth  Tarkington,  there  is  cause  for  an  extra 
and  a five  column  streamer.  The  brooding  playwrite, 
who  gave  the  world  such  pollyanna  as  “Strange  In- 
terlude, ” “Mourning  Becomes  Electra,  ” and  “De- 
sire Under  the  Elms,  ” has  now  decided  to  have  done, 
for  the  time  being,  with  all  his  masks,  asides,  and 
classic  Greek  structures;  he  has  called  a halt  to  his 
Freudian  studies  and  other  folderol  to  pursue  a 
more  earthly  course,  that  of  out  and  out  comedy. 
Don’t  however,  get  the  impression  that  Joe  Cook 
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will  pack  up  his  nutty  inventions  or  that  the  red- 
nosed  fellow  who  frolics  in  Mr.  Billy  Minsky’s  run- 
away retreat  on  42nd  Street  will  quit  buffoonery  be- 
cause Eugene  O’Neill  has  decided  to  run  in  competi- 
tion to  them.  The  Great  God  O’Neill,  true  enough, 
has  written  a comedy  and,  compared  to  his  former 
marathons  wherein  everyone,  save  the  man  who 
opened  the  stage  door,  was  murdered  or  committed 
suicide  out  of  frustration,  it  is  a Mack  Sennett  pic- 
nic, but  we  warn  you  not  to  go  to  the  1 heatre  Guild 
Theatre  expecting  to  roll  in  the  aisle  with  mirth  for 
“Ah  Wilderness!”  is  about  as  hilarious  as  an  em- 
balmers’  convention  in  Pittsburgh.  It  is  nice,  mellow 
fun  and  the  best  laughs  of  the  evening  are  depen- 
dent on  such  worn  cliches  as  the  appearance  of 
characters  in  old  time  motoring  costumes,  dusters, 
goggles,  et  al.  All  of  which  is  beside  the  point  and 
what  we  intend  to  say  when  we  started  is  that  there 
is  a renaissance  in  the  theatre,  thanks  to  Mae  West, 
Eugene  O’Neill,  and  the  stylists  of  the  days  when 
mother  was  a girl.  O’Neill’s  title,  incidentally,  is 
borrowed  from  Omar  with  slight  changes.  “Ah!” 
has  been  substituted  for  “Oh!  ”,  lifting  the  show  to 
the  top  of  the  Broadway  list,  offerings  being  in- 
dexed in  alphabetical  order.  But  even  without  ben- 
efit of  the  ABC’s,  O Neill’s  opus  tops  the  list,  so  they 
tell  me,  and  due  not  so  much  as  to  what  has  been 
written  as  to  the  interpretation  of  said  writing. 
George  M.  Cohan,  who  calls  himself  “The  Yankee 
Doodle  Boy  ” and  informs  everyone  that  he  was 
born  on  the  4th  of  July,  gives  up  his  hoofing  and 
flag  waving,  like  O’Neill — for  the  present,  and  im- 
personates a small  town  newspaper  publisher.  His 
big  scene  comes  when  he  must  inform  his  poetic  off- 
spring about  the  birds  and  the  bees  and  the  rest. 
The  critics  are  shouting  hozzanahs  over  the  fact 
that  not  once  does  a character  speak  of  the  “soft, 
melancholy  footsteps  on  the  endless  corridor  of 
time  ” and  they  are  thanking  their  lucky  stars  for 
George  M.  Cohan,  who  dives  in  and  rescues  “Ah 
(Oh!)  Wilderness!  ” just  as  it  is  going  down  for  the 
third  time. 

Beside  “Ah  (Oh!)  Wilderness!  ” there  are  sev- 
eral other  vehicles  that  are  playing  to  houses  not 
occupied  solely  by  ushers  and  relatives  of  the  auth- 
er.  Five  others  rely,  like  the  O’Neill  piece,  on  past 
glory  and  the  days  when  nuts  were  something  to 
eat  and  not  a derrogatory  exclamation.  “As  Thou- 
sands Cheer  ” is  a topical  musical  revue  by  Irving 
(Continued  on  Page  twenty-five) 


We  calls  ’er  Mae — named  after  you 
Miss  West! 
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Professor  Estuary  Glotz,  P.D., 
F.B.S.,  D.V.S.,  lay  upon  a bear- 
skin rug  in  his  palatial  Schnecks- 
ville  home,  contemplatively  chew- 
ing tobacco.  Occasionally  he  spat 
into  the  massive  fire-place  for  all 
was  peaceful  in  the  Glotz  house- 
hold that  night.  All  the  little 
Glotzes  were  asleep  and  the  ro- 
bust, kindly,  motherly,  buxom, 
bespectacled,  fiery-eyed,  sharp- 
tongued,  overbearing  Mrs.  Glotz 
was  attending  the  Wednesday 
Evening  Ladies’  Whist,  Poker, 
Bridge  and  Literary  Society’s 
meeting.  Professor  Glotz  shifted 
a bit  until  he  faced  the  piano  on 
which  1 sat  and  quickly  twisting 
his  head  he  arched  an  expectoral 
flow  of  tobacco  towards  the  fire- 
place. “Sahib,  ” said  he,  lapsing 
off  into  Sankrit,  ” I shall  tell  you 
a tale  of  my  youth,  my  turbulent, 
adventuresome  youth,  when  1 was 
a feather  floating  in  the  whirlpool 
of  life,  that  is  before  1 met  Mrs. 
Glotz.  ” I turned  toward  Professor 
Glotz,  wondering  what  manner  of 
whirlpool  this  thing  called  life 
might  be  that  his  ponderous  bulk 
of  two  hundred  sixty-pounds 
might  float  in.  Glotz  looked  me 
in  the  eye  and  made  the  sign  of 
the  Lehigh  Valley  Pinochle  As- 
sociation, signalling  thereby  that 
what  passed  must  be  regarded  as 
absolute  confidence,  no  repeating. 


no  telling  and  no  score.  I sig- 
nalled back  with  the  sign  of  the 
Hellertown  Horseback  Chess  So- 
ciety and  all  was  well  in  the  peace- 
ful, untroubled  mind  of  Estuary 
Glotz. 

“Some  forty  years  ago,  ” mur- 
mured Glotz,  “I  went  to  Africa  to 
seek  the  burial  place  of  the  ele- 
phants. My  expedition,  known  as 
the  Schnitzwalder  Brewery  Expe- 
dition was  penetrating  when 
Klotz,  my  aide-de-camp  turned 
suddenly  and  exclaimed  “Glotz, 
1 schmell  a rat!”  “Klotz,  ” said  1, 
“what  kind  of  a rat  do  you 
smell?  ” Klotz  wrinkled  his  nose, 
he  sniffed  straining  his  nose  to  the 
scent.  “Glotz,”  he  said  in  an  un- 
dertone, “it  is  not  a rat,  it  is  a 
monkey!  ” “A  monkey,  ” I replied, 
“where  there  are  monkeys  there 
must  be  peanuts  and  where  there 
are  peanuts  there  must  be  beer, 
so  let’s  sniffle  a few  sniffles  of 
Schnitzwalder’s  Supreme  Buy-it- 
at-home-in-convenient  package  of 
twenty-four  bottles  for  two-fifty 
Golden  Lager!  ” 

Then,  without  so  much  as  by 
your  leave,  three  dusky  paint-la- 
den cannibals  jumped  out  at  us 
from  the  jungle.  One  of  them 
pointed  a spear  at  me  and  said 
“Professor  Glotz,  I presume?” 
Stunned  for  the  moment  all  I 
could  answer  was  “Yes!  ” Aha, 


he  exclaimed,  “then  you  are  the 
Schnitzwalder  Brewery  Expedi- 
tion.” Again  I answered  in  the  af- 
firmative. “Well,  ” said  the  savage, 
whose  name  I found  to  be  Mum- 
bo-Jumbo,  “when  do  we  get  that 
beer ? ” 

All  this  while,  I had,  with  that 
forty-first  sense,  possessed  only 
by  Estuary  Glotz,  known  that 
lurking  near  us  in  the  jungle  were 
these  three  thirsty,  beer-bereft 
members  of  the  Honk-Honk  tribe 
and  it  was  a subterfudge,  a sub- 
terfudge,  my  friend,  to  speak  of 
beer  in  their  presence.  Before  the 
day  was  over  I had  traded  them 
a boatload  of  foaming  amber 
brew  for  a boatload  of  Ivory  and 
that  my  good  friend  is  how 
Schnitzwalder’s  Supreme  buy-it- 
in-convenient-home  - packages-of- 
twenty-four  - bottlesfor-two-fifty- 
Golden  Lager  was  first  introduced 
to  Africa! 


Postmaster  William  Gery,  of  town, 
was  delivered  a short  address  on  pos- 
tal matters.  Entertainment  was  fur- 
nished by  the  Lehigh  County  Rural 
Letter  Carriers  orchestra,  while  a fine 
luncheon  was  served  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Gery. 

— Allentown  Morning  Call. 

Shooting  your  mouth  off  again, 
eh  Farley? 
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Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  hiccup  tree 
That  grows  inland  beside  the  sea. 

It  takes  lamp-posts  to  hold  it  straight 
Or  maybe  a fire  plug  or  swinging  gate. 

It  has  pink  elephants  in  place  of  leaves 
Two  or  three  times  a day  it  sighs  and  heaves. 
But  when  the  wind  gets  high  at  night, 

Tis  then  this  tree  gets  going  right. 

It  braces  itself  from  head  to  hoof. 

And  says:  Whosh  afraid  da  big  bad  woof? 


'AND  HOW  DO  YOU  LIKE  MARRIED  LIFE  HRS  GOOSEBERRYrTwsFRm] 
icoRTHC KrnAN.''|’nWEIGHmCTMECONSEQUENCES,“ciccL»  certie. 
THE  TALEOFTHE  ICENONCEIt  BY  THAT  BASHFUL  BACHELOR  HSRL. 


A Chinaman  opened  a laundry  on  a street  be- 
tween a drug  store  on  one  side  and  a restaurant  on 
the  other.  The  druggist  put  up  a sign,  WE  NEVER 
CLOSE.  The  restaurant  put  up  a sign  which  read, 
OPEN  TO  ALL  HOURS.  The  Chinaman,  not  to  be 
outdone  by  his  neighbors,  put  up  a sign  which  read 

ME  NO  SLEEP  TOO. 


Preacher — "Dat’s  a fine  goose  you  got  there, 
Bruddah  Jones.  Whar  did  you  git  such  a beauty?” 

Jones — “Well,  now,  pahson,  when  you  preach  a 
speshul  sermon  I never  axes  yo’  whar  yo’  got  it.  I 
hopes  yo’  will  show  me  de  same  considerations.  ’ 
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HUNTING  THE  AMERICAN  GIRL  WITH  SOAP 
AND  WATER  or 

A TRIP  TO  THE  WASH  BOWL  WITH  MY 
DREAM  GIRL 

It  has  been  intimated  that  men  are  like  street 
cars.  On  the  other  hand,  one  could  say  that  women 
are  like  soap;  not  on  account  of  the  well  known 
cleansing  quality  of  soap,  though  some  may  have 
that  effect,  but  because  there  seems  to  be  a type  of 
soap  to  fit  each  gal  that  happens  along. 

Although  my  red  lipped  brunettes  and  blue  eyed 
blondes  appear  alike  on  the  surface,  just  as  do  Cas- 
tile and  Violet  soap  from  Woolworth’s,  an  intimate 
acquaintance  reveals  their  true  natures.  Some  wo- 
men are  soft  and  refreshing,  like  Lux;  some  em- 
phasize their  hard  gritty  qualities,  and  some  are 
foamy  and  yielding  and  99  44/100  pure.  There  is 
another  type  of  woman  that  defies  analysis.  She  is 
like  the  cake  of  soap  that  lathers  in  soft  water  but 
leaves  a ring  of  scum  around  the  bowl  in  hard  wa- 
ter. It  is  difficult  to  speak  of  the  Life  Buoy  type.  In 
your  circle  of  women  acquaintances  you  have  prob- 
ably noticed  many  types  that  could  be  compared 
with  soap.  It  is  safe  to  say  that  they  will  all  be  rep- 
resented at  house  parties.  It  would  be  just  our  luck 
to  get  the  99  and  44/1  00  percent  pure  type. 


The  C h i e f 
Mouse  wel- 
comes all  the 
little  Minnie 
Mouses  and 
bids  them  come 
up  for  a nibble 
of  cheese  after 
the  dance  on 
Friday  night. 

Buck’s 
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Berlin  with  typical  Irving  Berlin  tunes  and  lyrics. 
The  lampooning  is  bitter  and  therefore  the  show  is 
a tremendous  success,  citizens  fighting  in  the  streets 
for  the  right  to  lay  down  3.30  (plus  tax)  for  tick- 
ets. Joe  Cook,  mentioned  above  as  not  suffering 
from  the  O’Neill  hysterics,  goes  tin  type  too  in  an 
extravagant  musical  of  the  turn  of  the  century. 
There  is  a trick  horse,  lots  of  inventions  a la  Rube 
Goldberg  and  Col.  Stoopnagle,  much  swishing  of 
long  skirts,  and  some  mediocre  melodies  in  “Hold 
Your  Horses,  ” which  is  on  view  at  the  Winter  Gar- 
den, an  ornate  barn  lately  rewon  from  the  clutches 
of  dat  debil  talkie.  “Sailor  Beware  ” is  another  hit 
show  and  has  to  do  with  the  amorous  adventures  of 
Uncle  Sam’s  gobs  in  the  Panama  belt.  As  you  can 
imagine,  it’s  very  gay  and  bawdy  and  not  at  all  the 
thing  for  Aunt  Marne — that’s  why  the  producers 
have  been  forced,  though  forced  is  hardly  the  prop- 
er verb,  to  get  the  S.  R.  O.  sign  out  of  mothballs. 
Poor  Aunt  Marne  there  won’t  be  any  place  to  take 
her  this  winter  unless  it’s  “One  Sunday  Afternoon,  ” 
also  of  the  gay  nineties  (this  is  getting  monotonous 
as  hell!)  and  very  tame.  “Men  In  White  ” is  about 
the  fellows  in  the  various  hospitals  and  their  love 
lives  (hit)  and  “Pursuit  of  Happiness”  describes  a 
quaint  old  eighteenth  century  practice  known  as 
“bundling.  ” (Also  a hit).  “Murder  at  the  Vani- 
ties” does  not  make  use  of  long  skirts  and  bustles 
but  is  is  still  fairly  well  patronized  despite  much 
revelation  of  the  form  devine  and  such  modern  tripe 
as  murder,  detectives,  and  clues.  “Let  ’Em  Eat 
Cake”  opened  as  we  went  to  press  but  inasmuch  as 
it  is  credited  to  George  S.  Kaufman  and  the  music 
to  the  Gershwins  it  is  safe  to  say  that  this  too  is 
makinm  noye,  honey.  Final  score:  No  runs.  Nine 

hits.  No  errors. 

The  talkies,  mentioned  above,  are  gay  parrots. 
Immediately  a Broadway  venture  packs  customers 
in,  the  West  Coast  impressarios  stamp  out  a hasty 
carbon  copy.  The  movie  moguls,  true  to  tradition, 
but  lately  swooped  down  on  the  Broadway  horn  of 
plenty  with  the  avowed  intention  of  gathering  some 
choice  legitimate  rosebuds  while  they  may.  They 
trekked  back  to  California,  considerably  less  pros- 
perous, but  holding  screen  rights  to  the  majority 
of  the  hit  shows  and  even  “Ah!  (Oh!)  Wildner- 
ness!  ” fell  before  the  mercenary  scythe  of  the  mo- 
vie folk.  An  ardent  cinema  student,  this  reviewer  is 
impatiently  waiting  the  screen  debut  of  the  O’Neill 
comedy,  feeling  assured  that  when  it  reaches  the 
cinema  cathedrals  even  its  best  friend  won’t  know 
it.  Our  guess,  which  is  as  good  as  the  next  guy’s,  is 
that  Corey  Ford  will  rewrite  it,  it  will  be  set  to  mu- 
sic, and  will  be  starred  in  by  Wheeler  and  Wool- 
sey — not  to  forget  “Girls,  Girls,  Girls!  ” (Yoo  hoo, 
Hollywood ! ) 


Mildness  alone 
Is  Not  Enough 


urT  flavor 


IET  US  get  straight  on  this  matter  of  tobacco  mildness.  Of 
_j  course  you  want  a mild  pipe  tobacco.  But  mildness  alone 
is  not  enough.  What  you  really  want  is  mildness  plus  flavor. 

In  Edgeworth  you  will  find  that  rare  combination— TniMness 
plus  flavor.  Edgeworth  is  a blend  of  only  the  tenderest  leaves 
of  the  burley  plant.  No  other  parts  of  the  burley  plant  vfill  do 
for  Edgeworth.  Not  only  do  these  leaves  have  the  choicest 
flavor  but,  more  than  that,  we  have  learned  in  our  over  half 
a century  of  experience  that  in  them  is  found  the  mildest  pipe 
tobacco  that  grows. 

FREE  booklet  on  the  care  and  enjoyment  of  your  pipe. 
To  get  the  real  satisfaction  pipe 
smoking  can  give  you,  to  enjoy 
the  full  flavor  of  good  tobacco, 
you  must  treat  your  pipe  right. 

Send  for  a free  copy  of  “The 
Truth  About  Pipes.”  It  contains 
much  practical  and  useful  infor- 
mation for  pipe  smokers.  Address: 

Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va., 

Tobacconists  since  1877. 

■f  i 1 

Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  or 
Edgeworth  in  Slice  form.  Sold  everywhere. 

All  sizes  from  1 5t  pocket  package  to  pound 
humidor  tins.  Also  several  sizes  in  vacuum 
packed  tins. 


EDGEWORTH 

MADE  FROM  THE  ^ I 
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We  Use  Ivory  Soap  Exclusively 


PURITY  MEAT  MARKET 

Special  Prices  for 
Fraternities 
PHONE  6058 


Burro’s  Browsings 

Seldom  have  the  summer  and  fall  publishing  sea- 
sons presented  as  great  a number  of  good  literary 
pieces  as  those  current.  Even  the  prize  contest  win- 
ners which  normally  achieve  momentary  fame  and 
then  disappear  from  publishing  lists,  apear  deserv- 
ing of  lasting  attention  on  the  part  of  the  reading 
public.  The  low-priced  editions  field,  too,  is  attract- 
ing greater  attention  than  ever  from  both  reader 
and  publisher  alike;  due,  partly,  to  the  stress  of  the 
times  and  partly  to  the  retailer’s  desire  to  increase 
the  range  of  his  goods. 

The  Modern  Library  announces  for  late  fall  pub- 
lication, Marcel  Proust’s  Guermantes  Way,  Lytton 
Strachey’s  Eminent  Victorians,  E.  E.  Cummings’ 
The  Enormous  Room  (hailed  by  some  as  the  classic 
of  the  modernists),  the  John  Florio  translation  of 
The  Essays  of  Montaigne,  and  a volume  of  Scott 
which  contains  Quentin  Durward,  Ivanhoe,  and 
Kenilworth.  To  be  sure,  a most  lucrative  offering  of 
titles  for  the  collector  of  limited  means  is  herein 
catalogued.  Other  publishers  of  the  less-higher 
priced  edieions  have  announced  titles  of  forthcom- 
ing reprints  of  similar  calibre. 

Several  books,  of  all  the  many  excellent  works 
of  recent  publication,  seem  to  bear  unmistabakle 
signs  of  ability  to  call  for  re-reading.  Poor  Splendid 
Wings,  written  by  Frances  Winwar  and  winner  of 
the  Atlantic  Prize  for  none-fiction,  is  certainly  one 
of  the  outstanding  non-fiction  works  of  the  period. 
The  Rosettis  and  their  hemisphere  provide  the  sub- 
ject matter  for  a biography  that  is  told  so  humanly 
and  well  as  to  leave  the  reader  wondering  which — 
subject  or  author — is  deserving  of  more  emulation. 
A prize  winner  that  has  appealed  to  all  who  have 
made  its  acquaintance.  Poor  Splendid  Wings  pre- 
sents a rare  combination. 

The  early  summer  months  brought  us  Anthony 
Adverse  and  still  Hervey  Allen’s  first  novel  (altho 
we  are  certain  that  this  is  not  Mr.  Allen’s  virgin  at- 
tempt at  writing)  continues  to  lead  the  country  in 
sales.  Originally  planned  for  presentation  as  a tri- 
logy, the  massive  volume  is  really  a mutation  in  the 
germ  plasm  of  modern  literature.  The  late  eighteenth 
and  early  nineteenth  centuries  provide  the  temporal 
setting  for  the  career  of  a foudling  who  during  his 
lifetime  wanders  from  an  Italian  convent  to  the 
American  Southwest.  Altho  one  feels  as  he  reads 
the  novel  that  he  is  back  with  Balzac  and  Stendhal, 
the  work  is  decidedly  modern  in  its  approach.  One 
could  say  that  Mr.  Allen  has  struck  a happy  me- 
dium, the  essence  of  the  ever-likeable  romantic 


twenty-six 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


^JO.  (or  a title 
to  this  picture 

Life  Sayers,  Inc.,  will  pay  $10  for  the  most 
humorous  title  to  this  picture.  $5  second 
prize.  And  for  the  next  25  most  humorous 
titles.  25  prizes  of  a box  of  Life  Savers  will  be 
given.  In  the  event  of  a tie,  duplicate  prizes 
will  be  awarded. 

Write  your  title  on  the  Inside  of  the  Life 
Savers  wrapper  or  on  a hand  drawn  fac- 
simile and  mail  to  Contest  Dept.,  Life  Savers, 
Inc..  Port  Chester.  N.  Y.  This  contest  is  open 
to  college  students  everywhere.  Entries  must 
be  postmarked  on  or  before  January  1,  1954. 
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novel  plus  the  added  attraction  of  what  is  good  in 
present  day  writing. 

For  us,  there  is  but  one  American  poet  and  his 
name  is  Robinson — Edwin  Arlington  Robinson.  The 
recent  publication  of  Talifer  merely  helped  strength- 
en our  opening  conviction.  Concerned  with  the  re- 
actions of  four  people  to  an  emotional  event  which 
effects  them  jointly,  the  poem  presents  the  master 
of  the  narrative  form  of  poetry  in  a new  light.  Here 
and  there  deft  touches  of  humor  are  met  with  that 
help  make  these  personages  living  beings.  If  our 
preliminary  statement  seemed  too  rash.  Dear  Read- 
er, we  hardly  think  the  same  could  be  said  of  our 
closing  thought — Talifer  is  one  of  Robinson’s  best 
narrative  poems. 

Some  time  ago,  Noel  Coward,  in  his  preface  to 
William  Bolitho’s  Camera  Obscura,  termed  the  lit- 
erary outpourings  of  Gertrude  Stein  as  “the  convul- 
sive mental  diarrhea  of  Gertrude  Stein."  Be  that  as 
it  may,  the  matron  of  the  Left  Bank  has  created  a 
mild  furor,  to  say  the  least,  with  her  latest.  The 
Autobiography  of  Alice  B.  Tolkas.  Selected  for  its 
September  offering  by  the  Literary  Guild,  the  book. 


whose  chief  character  is  really  the  authoress,  brings 
before  us  in  panorama  the  personalities  whom  Alice 
has  met  during  her  long  stay  on  the  Seine.  Intensely 
interesting  are  the  people  and  their  thoughts  whom 
we  thus  encounter. 

The  announcement  of  a new  play  by  Eugene 
O’Neill  has  never  failed  to  create  a mild  wave  of  ex- 
citement. The  fact  that  his  newest  offering  is  a 
comedy  has  served  to  turn  the  aforementioned  wave 
into  nothing  short  of  a tidal  wave.  We  are  referring, 
of  course,  to  “Ah,  Wilderness!,”  published  by  Ran- 
dom House.  Not  the  work  of  great  creative  ability 
running  berserk,  but  rather  the  fruits  of  that  self- 
same ability  seeking  and  finding  expression  in  a new 
branch  of  dramaturgy.  Humorous?  Yes.  Yet  we  oft- 
en find  ourselves  pausing  in  the  act  of  smiling  or 
chuckling  (one  does  not  and  furthermore  cannot 
roar  and  hold  his  sides  with  merriment  with  an 
O’Neill)  for  fear  that  we  are  the  butt  of  the  play- 
wright’s mirth-provoking  lines.  Comedy  though  it 
is,  “Ah,  Wilderness!”  must  be  studied  and  under- 
stood for  satisfactory  enjoyment. 
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We  have  been  receiving  var- 
ious and  sundry  communications 
from  those  moguls  of  maudlinity, 
the  movie  publicity  agents,  who 
with  the  scheming  cunning  of  their 
craft  are  plotting  to  have  the  col- 
lege comic  magazines  publicize 
their  productions  at  no  expense  to 
moviedom.  Some  of  the  material 
sent  us  for  reprint  is  masterful  in 
its  imintentional  humor,  would 
that  we  were  prone  to  print  it!  A 
notable  example  is  one  heralding 
the  release  of  a “college”  picture 
and  significant  in  its  ingeminated 
use  of  the  word  “frat.”  This  no- 
ble opus,  descriptive  of  the  ardu- 
ous task  confronting  the  movie 
producer  in  presenting  a college 
picture,  is  especially  profuse  in 
claiming  to  portray  actual  college 
life.  We  hope  that  there  is  a four 
hour  shot  of  a “frat”  man  doing 
Accounting  lab  work  or  even  Cal- 
culus. The  prize  bon  mot  of  the 
treatise  is  the  signature  of  the  sen- 
der who  in  the  inner  sanctum  of 
the  cinema  is  the  proud  possessor 
of  the  title  of  “Director,  College 
Division,  X • . . Pictures,  Inc.  It 
is  not  our  intention,  however  to 
turn  away  the  movie  producer  at 
our  gates  . . . no,  indeed!  W^e  have 
adopted  a policy  of  compromise, 
Mr.  Director  of  the  College  Di- 
vision. You  sell  our  Burrs  and 
we  ll  publicize  your  pictures! 

Last  year  we  read  an  expose  of 
the  Managing-Editors  of  newspa- 
pers, written  by  a Mr.  Walter 


Winchell  and  appearing  in  The 
American  Spectator.  In  his  ar- 
ticling Mr.  Winchell  depicted  the 
managing  editor  of  publications  as 
an  ogre,  a Machiavellian  despot, 
respecting  neither  the  virtue  of 
woman  nor  the  honor  of  man, 
striving  ever  zealously  for  his 
publication’s  supremacy.  We,  in 
reading  our  submitted  material 
for  this  issue  have  been  assailed 
by  the  fear  that  we  too,  are  be- 
coming an  ogre,  a despot,  aye, 
even  a tyrant,  but  with  reserva- 
tions. We  respect  the  virtue  of 
woman  . . . and  the  Burr  must  be 
kept  clean ! 

Last  issue’s  novel  make-up  and 
innovating  appearance  has  pro- 
duced results  beyond  our  fondest 
hopes,  for  after  shame-facedly 
regarding  our  modernism  in  typo- 
graphy and  illustration,  the  pro- 
prietor of  our  printery  proceeded 
to  convert  his  establishment  into 
a silver  and  black  magnificance, 
the  like  of  which  has  ne’er  before 
graced  Bethlehem.  Foreward! 
Vive  I’Art  Moderne! 

The  consternation  which  we 
feel  approaches  humiliation,  for 
after  prating  of  our  Cheltenham 
type  in  our  last  issue  we  discover 
in  the  beauteous  pages  of  AD- 
VERTISING ARTS  an  article  en- 
titled “The  Typographic  Clock 
Turns  Backward”  and  every- 
where we  find  evidences  of  this 
growing  movement.  The  pages  of 


our  more  affluent  contemporaries, 
the  national  magazines,  are  re- 
plete with  Bowery,  P.  T.  Bar- 
num  and  Jim  Crow,  type  popular 
during  the  Gay  Nineties.  The 
newspapers  too  are  beaming  with 
advertisements  employing  the  an- 
tique in  typography,  but  never- 
theless we  shall  carry  on  . . . We 
shall,  after  our  own  fashion,  be 
known  as  “old-fashioned  modern- 
ists! ” 

Simultaneously  with  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  first  issue  of  the 
BURR,  the  Columbia  Jester  put 
out  its  first  issue  in  New  York.  In 
the  first  section  of  that  magazine 
appeared  the  story  printed  by  the 
BURR  concerning  the  young  man 
who  wore  white  shoes  in  New 
York.  We  take  this  opportunity  to 
point  out  that  an  official  apology 
was  made  to  the  BURR  about 
this  occurrence.  The  truth  of  the 
matter  is  that  the  incident  hap- 
pened to  a well-known  Lehigh 
student,  and  told  by  him  to  one 
of  the  contributors  to  the  BURR. 
The  contributor  told  it  to  one  of 
his  friends  who  happens  to  be  on 
the  board  of  the  Jester,  with  the 
understanding  that  it  wasn’t  to  be 
printed  unless  the  BURR  decided 
not  to  use  it.  By  mistake  it  was 
set  up  in  the  dummy,  and  when 
discovered,  it  was  too  late  to  do 
anything.  Imitation  is  the  sincer- 
est,  etc. 

— The  BURRgomeisters. 
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Lehigh  Guests! 

TLbc  Hotel  JBctblebem 

Offers  a Convenient  Headquarters  and  all  the 
Comforts  and  Service  of  Modern  Hotel 
Management  to  make  your  house  party  visit  pleasant 


RESERVATIONS  PHONE  — 2900 


toujours  le  beau  geste! 

in  the  usually  unusual 
capricious  fashion 

club  caprice 

invites  all  lehigh  and 
his  lady  friend  to  dine 
and  dance  at  a 

tea  dance 

from  four  until  six  o’clock 

on  Saturday  november 
the  twelfth 

where  gaiety  will  reign  enticed 
by  the  sweet  serenades  of 

tommy  morgan’s 
alabamians 

and  lehigh  will  once  again 
loose  its  libido 

the  club  caprice 
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